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with her cheerful conversation and good coffee. When
I came home I still missed my Sue but tried to forget
her in caressing Bayard and Anna. Thursday and Sat-
urday evenings were cold. We had a blaze kindled on
our hearth and enjoyed our first autumnal fire. The
sopha was drawn in its usual place and I took my accus-
tonrd corner. You know how I love this twilight, or
rather fire-light hour, which makes winter dear to me.
The summer then is gone! How like a dream does the
interval appear since I last enjoyed this hour. On Sat-
urday I again accompanied your father to town, Julia
and the children with me, on purpose to visit my two
afflicted friends Mrs. Clifton and Mrs. Tasslet. I spent
some serious hours with them. Poor Mrs. Tasslet is
the ghost of what she was. I never saw anyone so alter'd
in so short a space. We thought her sorrow moderate,
but alas we were deceived by appearances, she took a
pride in suppressing her tears and emotions, but her
sorrow has sunk the deeper and I much fear injured not
only her health but her mind. She says Jane talks con-
tinually of Godfrey. When she eats she says, "Mama
give brother some of this, I will save this for brother."
At night she often cries violently and pushes her mother
to the door, saying go mama go for my poor Godfrey,
bring him out of that garden and put him in his cradle.
Godfrey is cold in that garden, mama, for I hear him
crying." This she says almost distracts her. She had
laying by her the last cap he wore, which in his agony
he pulled off his head. She says it shall never be washed
and that it is seldom out of her sight. Poor woman, my
heart bled for her. " Old Mrs. Calhoun visits her almost
daily, as she thinks, she is under a religious concern, to
use her expression. I much fear in the present distracted
state of her feelings Mrs. C. is not the most useful friendas assassinated February 13..in South Carolina by his
